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upon the Buddhas and their bodies crumbled into dust.
Alas, thus was so gorgeous and beautiful a place, a treasure-
house of gold and colour, transformed into a desert of
weeds and brambles. Things prosper for a while and then
decay, yet prosperity will return when ill fortune has done
its worst.
This monk can no longer bear to see the ruin of the
House of Buddha. He has sworn a great oath that he will
go to all good people for their charity and stimulate their
generous feelings. Whether they give a column, a beam,
or simply wood; whatever it is, their names shall be remem-
bered for ever. Whether they contribute silver or cloth,
whatever we receive, their names shall be entered upon the
roll of benefactors.
Trusting in the might and the wisdom of the Buddha,
we call down blessings upon all good people that they may
prosper for ever. We have confidence in the All-knowingness
that father, son and grandson shall obtain high office and
that their household shall be continued for ever. They
shall beget wise sons who shall bring repute upon their
families; their gold shall be piled as high as mountains and,
whatever they ask for, it shall be granted them.
You to whom this shall come, may the spirit of parsimony
depart from you.
»	•
When Hsi-m6n Ch'ing had finished reading, he laid the
writing on the table very carefully.
"Though I cannot call myself a rich man,'* he said to the
monk, "I have a few thousands. I am a military officer, and
for long no son was born to me* Last year, my sixth wife bore
a child and I was content. The other day I happened to come
to your monastery to take leave of some friends, and I thought
then of giving money for the restoration. It is good of you to
come and see me. I shall not refuse."
He took a brush and wondered how much h» should put
down. Ying Po-chtieh said: "Brother, since you seem so well
disposed, why not pay the whole cost? Fm sure it would not
be too much for you/'
Hsi-mSn Ch'ing laughed, the brush in his hand. "No/' he
said, "I cannot do that,"

